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A WASHING DAY,

[ Peterson's Mazazine, January, 1865 |

What alls the woment

Whint stls 1the men ?

What ails the old roosier?

What ails the heot

The chirkens iy,

And the childeen ory,

The ol wives scold,

And the hushands sigh,
And “rock-a hy baby,™ the slater alngs,
1Y v o dove ang had sliver wings,
Up the church steople and far umay,
1'3 fiy ot the dawn of & washing day *

Far "E"E A minute

M peace 1 get ;
Thel-""'z-'unclfn" inin is—
The floor is wet:

Foar soap and suds;

And sealding nud choking,
And dirty duda,

And fuming am! smoking,
And puff and spatter,
Anil wring sud souse,
Aund such o clatier

All ever the house.

What sils the women?
What wils the men?

Whst alls the old roastor?
What uils the hen?

The hen In seratching,

Forgotien, forlorn;

The rooster s watching

It vain for corn;

‘Che men are nll mad,

For thy wemen say,

A picked-up dinner

Cr none, to day.”
LAl P tired,” the old dame cries,
Wiplge thie soap-suds out of hor eyes;
“Merey upon us!' tnie daughter slugs,
©I0T was s dove snd hsd silver wings,
Up the church aterple and far away,
T'd My at the dawn of a washing day."

TWO EASTER DAYS.

The quaint little chiureh on Gusport is-
land radiated a new glory this Eastor
morn,  Merabel was aconstomod to ity
churches, and a full puarse led ler to
imagine thiat w wealth of lovelines wonld
be a necessity, The mass of lilies grouped
arcound the plain weodem desk, and
soattered profusely everywhere, gave the
homely strueture & touch of beauty. The
one aisle seemed to broaden with dignity
as noisy footsteps from the outer world
clnttered overit. The bell pealed forth
s0 joyously that the fisher folk listened
and wondered how it conld be the samo
that sometimes sent a knell through
their hearts, as it mournfully tolled its
warning to brave souls struggling with
the mighty billows in storm and fog.

The humble fisher folk entered the
house of God with reverence and super-
stition. The men came in thein rough
gurb, their furrowed and weather:beaten
faces shining with n new delight, There
wore women who knew nothing but pov-
erty and toil; whose daily walk was
mensured by the eversounding waves;
whose lives were ag bare of besuty as
the rocks of their homes bare of verdure,
The girls had used all means at hand to
make themselves protty; their smiling
faces told of a bit of sunslune in their
monotonous lives, while an oceasional
droop of the oyes when some fisher lad
apoke to them revealed the divine seal of
the soul assering its birthright in the
humblest. The pastor was the idol of
his Hock and the surprise of their puests
Boston born and bred he was an oasis of
oulture and righteonsness in the desert
island ot ignorance; a genial sonl amid
duller minds; the helper and contiduut
of the poor. He, too, rejoiced in this ex-
pression of the peace and good will from
those not of them.

Mernbel saw it all as she glanced over
the Easter nnthem she was to sing ;never
thinking all this fresh delight and smiles
and bright spirits were the reflection of
her own sunny temper. For it was Mer-
abel's idea and it had come te her
through a chance remark made by Wal-
tor Martindale, They were in the bon-
servitory—a favorite haunt. Merabol
was softly humming & snatoh from a fa-
vorite song:

“*Be wiill, wad henrt and cease replomg,
Belidod 1he cluuds is the sun still shining,"

“What are the partioular clouds now
obsouring your horizon?' Walter asked,
noting her benming faco.

“Everything,"” she returned with
drooping eyes. My new gown may not
be finished for Easter; some of my mis-
gion boys occasionally wax rebellious;

and 1  have no time for Brown-
ing, Could you imagine clouds more
dense?”’

“Yes"

“Well, Browning is wonderfully con-
soling. In digging out the jewelra and
unvelling the golden thrends of his elo-
guence, you forget your own specinl
hopes and fears, soarings and grovel-
lings in wondering what he will say
about them in general,”

“But if one does not wish to forget.”

The ecolor grew desper in Merabel's
cheek. Then with one of her brilliant
touches of strategy, she dashed off into &
half-earnest, balf-satrioal criticism of
their efforts at the last reading eircle, To
Walter, Merabel always seamed to sein-
tilate with fascinating enthusinsm over
some prank of her own, the loss of gome
cherished wish, or a particular fad of the
day—everything but himself, She was
forever Lumming and buzzing among
the owers of life, sipping the honey
from all, by some strange intuition
gathering the sweets and leaving no
trace of the bitter behind them. Danc-
ing, fluttering, pulsing with superb vital-
ity, she sometimes paused on the brink
of love—but only for 8 moment,

Charming in person, quick of wit, ever
tender aud courteous, when be chose,
Walter Martindale could hiold her spell-
bopmd with his words and the love light
in his eye, Bul when bis spurkling wit
ever so cautiounly suitened beneath the
spell of hier eyes, and wandered jnto
elysian  flelds, the submissive spirit
hangingon his words wok wings and
soared awny like n frightened bird, Then
he wounld simply smile, perhaps sigh and
bide his time, a prick of conscience tor-
menting him,

Flushed and tremulous Merable paused
as Ralph Dayton’s music Houted in to
them., “Ralph isin bis sea mood, to-
night," she breathed. “*°I like it. Those
liquid notes thrill with sadness; they ae
like the mournful ryhitm of the sea when
thlu sky is gray and the tampest on the
wing.'

1 always assoviasted you with the
sen,” Walter murmured hialf abstractedly
“Your bright wit is always bubbling and
sparkling like the waves in somo sunuy
lsnd, When you float as you sometimes
do in your sea groon dress and wuter
lilies, you seem like & veritable water
apirit.”

“And the nugry waves you think are
typical also?"' she archly questionad.

“Great billows of passion sometimes
sweep over your soul, bearing it along
‘harborwmrd' in spite of iuel?. But a
barrier of 80 ne kind inevitably sends it
out to sea aguin.''

“Would you have it dash me against
the hidden rocks?"

Walter winged, as when a bleeding
wound is touched. **A hidden rock’ he
repeated to himself, “It can be rent
asunder, and it shall. It sball wreck
peither her life nor mine.” His violent
agitation caused the voins to stand ont
on his forehead and brought a fiorce
look into his eyes that surprised Mera-
bel.  “It is the heavy incoming ses that
sends the boat to shoreand safety,' he
added with a faint smile,

*Yet it might hurl it on the sands with
such force asto w it after all. Opeun
sea, pleaty of room is what the old sail-

ordlike. Onemnst learn of them and
keep in the open sea of the world; with
eyes open for whiripools, and the deadly
mountain peaks of lost continents known
as ronks,"" she laughod.

Again Walter Martindalo eringed.
Then with an exprossion of contempt he
thought, *‘I believe [ am yet master of
that picece of Hlesh known to mortuls as
my individual self,”" The notes kept
falling ln soft ondonces, “What is the
matter with Ralph to-night? Too sad!™
he exclaimed rousing himself, It is
like the wail of a despairingsoul bidding
abien to eyery hopo; to  life +itself;
crushed beneath s weight of dlsaplmimml
ambition, resolve, aspiration.”  Iis eyes
were almost pleading; the woice ex-
pressed the throbbing of a tumultuous,
passionate heart fighting for freedom and
victory, “Oris il my mood?" he lightly
added,

Just then the music hushed, Merabel
nervously ornshed the stem of & great
waxen lily, and the spell was broken.

“*You must contribute that to my bou-
quet for the Shoals,” Walter exclaimed,
"1 am going to Gosport at Easter with an
offering. Flowers are angels’ visits on
those bure rocks, The pastor nod family
ave porsonal friends their home is on
Star Island,"

“You shall have the flowers and
more.” Then after o pause, I will ar-
range for an Easter party to lnden with
blussoms, love and cheer, We will sauil
over Saturday aftornoon,' she went on
impulsively, “‘and make everything
bloom like & roso.  We will remember to
bave some sabstantials tucked in with
beauty aud fragrance. I believe a flash
of sunshine bursting into a dreary exist-
enco isn step Lo a bigher life on earth
und to heaven.'

*Are you nlways ready to heautify the
life of nny poor mostal that chances to
oross your path?' he guestioned with a
significanee she did not noties, and would
ol linve understood il she had,

“Perhaps;' she langhed, *if I have
plenty of contributors to the generosity.
Will you be one of the benefactors in
this novel sheeme,"

“Certainly,”

And then and there it was arranged
that Walter should seouro the dory ready
to convey them to Gosport next Saturday
aflernoon.

As he was leaving the house Ralph
Dayton joined him, “Look here, my
boy.'" he said affectionately, “‘as an older
cousin, Merabel is under my onre, during
ber BEastern trip. [ am  somewhat re-
spensible for her,"

“Well!" was the reply rather curtly
given,

“You must not entice her into a flirta-
tion,"

It is no flirtation with me. T was go-
ing to tell you to-night us far as my owa
fenlings are conceroed,”

“But you must have some strength of
charaoter,”

“Do you mean that 1 have none bo-
onuse I canoot help loving o girl like
Merabel?"

“You understand me,”

“The best of us sometimes yield to
moods we have resolutely declared we
would pot. Prail humaunity should not
be wholly condemned for s httle lapse
now and then.”

But those little lapses show n defective
part in us; they mnst be remedied, mend-
ed, repliced by something betier,or they
apoil us, Every lapse makes an uglier
rent in the moral web of us; one that
will require more patience, more good
strong hlling to ropair. I know very well
thut a fall in one partionlar direotion,
personnlly nffecting Merabel, wonld turn
all the brightness of her earth o uttor
darkness.”

“It shall never return to utter darkness
through me, 1 have left the broad road
L destruction.'

“You linve sald that before, How long
sinee?!!

“Sinee I have known Merabel, I deter-
mined that she should be mine the even-
ing you introduced me to her, [ have
been waiting for some response from her
before mentioning it."

“Aud you have haa none?”

“None that I am sure of,

“Walter you know you have no better
friend than myself. But Merabel is dear
to me also. If she accepts your love, she
must do it with a full knowledge of your
faults—and chat she wonld never do, nn-
less the love came fivst, too strong for
undoing; and in the end 1t would bring
ber only misery.”

“Ralph, save youself all anxiety, [
wish I were ns sureof her as I am of
never causing atear if she were once
wn“.t!

As they stopped for a moment in the
glare of tho night lamp, Ralph looked
with new admiration upon his fiiend's
manly pride and bearing, his sparkling
humor and courageous heart, He devout-
ly wished Merabel might save him, and
half believed she wonld, “Yet," he
muttered as  he turned homeward,
“things wre gotting serions and she must
know, [ will tell her to-night.” But he
was ealled away.

A dark cloud shadowed Walter Martin-
dales's life, dimming his bnlliant talents,
his commanding presence, his keen in-
telligence, He had come to Portsmouth
from the Old Granite state a few yoars
before, a young luwyer, and bad won a
luerative position by persistent effort and
love of bis profession, But of Iate there
were remors that he twas not ulways
what e should be; that twverns and
leunging places saw too much of him;
that now and then he dined far too reck-
lossly at the olub, or gave dffense by his
uncontrollable tongue. Then Merabel
came, bt when he thought of it, Ralph
Dayton remembered a long time had
passed without brioging to light any of
those foollsh éncapiades, No wonder he
hil'uitnw-l to break the spell of redemp-
tion,

When, on the following Saturday af-
ternoon, the dory started for the Shouls
with its happy freight, and the schooner
that was to carry Walter, Merabel and
her special friends was delayed till twi-
Hight, the brilliant western s “y. the sweet
seented air, the silvery puffs of foam
nlong the shore gave no canse of alarm
to inexperienced eyes, The warning of
older ones conld not dampen their ardor;
surely thiore could be no storm of wind
or eloud on the way to Gosport! They
started, Merabe! under the spoll of the
entrancimg waves, the eharm of Walter's
conversation, and the delight that ever
comes from healthful youtl; Walter be-
lieving the shadow had lifted, the former
ways robbed of all attenction, the bent
of & natural disposition gone, taking
with thom the prick of disloyalty; for
in his seoret soul, his fine sense of honor
oringed at the thought of seeming what
he was not in the sweetness and purity
mirrored in Merabel's eyes,

But their langhter was soon. hushed.
When well out of harbor the wind came.
It grasped the little ornft as in the hol
low of its iand und tossed itlike a bauble,
The waves leaped and hissod, throwing
their an spray over deck and maat.
Wrap n unused sails for added pro-
teotion, Merabel's ty watched and
walted. The staffy little cabin was full,
and if they must be lost they wished to
be on deck, Once in a lull Merabel rose
to save a fluttering shawl. The yessel

@hildren Cry for
Pitcher's Castoria.

Children Cry fo:
Pitcher’s Castoria.

lurched, tipped pearly to the water's
etige, she lost her Footing on the slippery
deck, wad Walter snatohed her from
eternity. Shivering snd trombling, she
clung to him with the confidence of a
ohild.

“Thank God," he murmured with pale
lips, n lifo of thunkfulness vibrating in
his voice.

Mernbel henrd the words, Then loud-
er than the dash of spray or roaring
wind, n new musie struock the keynote of
u strauge melody within her.  Ouly the
first strain rang out its sweeotness, but
Walter's watehful eye detected it, though
he suid no more. At lnst, after hours of
fear and sullering they outeode the blast;
the really short distance was eressed,
nnd they landed safely in Appladore for
the night. No dory eould reach Gosport
in such a'sen. But on the morrow, with
the sunlight all avout them, the glad
party surprised their friends across the
way with an early mormng salutation.

“Why, Merabel!” Mis, Dayton ex-
elaimed, I supposed you wore safs at
home. We were ahead of the wind,
How dared you s'art aguinst warniug?’

Meorabel smiled and ckeu!amd. thut now
they were out of it alive, it was a grand
experience, And then the little church
wius mude & shrine of loveliness; the
fisher folk both great and small were
rendered bappy with kindly remem-
brances.

“l dave say they have never had a
really besutiful Easter bofore,” Merabe!
exclaimed, “*beantiful without and with-
in and with s0 muoch sunshine in their
Liearts. How dreary these bare, desolate
rocks must be through all the long win-
ter. It is almost dreary now. in this un-
usually fine April. 1 do not believe this
island wus ever intended to be in-
habited.*

*It is anything but dreary now,” tho
old pastor declarod, **with all this bright-
ness come into it .

“Aund the inside of this modest oathe-
dral is adream of beauty,” Walter added,
“Fortuoute the gale«did not sweep it all
awny."

Merabel's face, as she stood ‘among the
lilies so radiant with happinss, shone
out like a star. When ler voice rose
clearand full, singing of the joy of that
Easter morn 2000 years ago, it tremblud
with the burden of joy that bad suddenly
come into ber own heart, As the lips
softly breathed the great love that com-
passid 4 world, the new melody of her
soul chimed with it, compléted. [t
might have been the still, heavy thad of
the waves outside, making her shudder
at the memory of the night bLefore; i
might have been the music incarnnte
within herself, pulsing with & new rhym-
ie story of love, joy, sorrow, as she rip
pled the Easter strains; but, agsliestood
80 fresh and fair, the sunlight making
brilliant the changing lights and graces
of hier face, love silently crept into her
heart, transfiguring her and crowning
her with glory, Involuntary she gaye
one swift glance at Walter Martindale.
And he, with soul all aglow in responss,
saw the quick flush of ler cheok, the
new Hght in her eyes, us they sent one
brief message of love and trust through
a threatened tear. He heard the new
tender intonations of the sweet voloe
like the echo of sllver bells—and knew
he had won,

Not till the fresh evening nir with the
broath of spring in it ealled them out
for one more draft of its invigorating
tonie, just as the stars were taking their

ilaces, one by one, did Walter adroitly
oad Merabel a little apart from the rest,

“The silent stars, the silent mountains,
and the moaning of the neversilent gea,”
bhe quoted.  “They typify life, 1The
stars are worlds of brightness tantaliz-
ing us, but which we can never reach,
The mountains are huge obstacles in ous
pathway, often too steep and veugh for
weary foet to scale; and the moanings
are the moanings of our souls because
we caunot.”

And then, with the memory of the
night before lingering in her henrt, softly
repeating, “'Merabel,” and the Lright—
ness of the morning singing in his, for
a time the music of the waves, the stars,
the sarth, were all forgotten.

*Your love would not have come to
mo now,” he said later, as they were
turning homeward, “had it mot been for
the wickedness of the sea, It was born
of the tempest.

“And may partake of it," she smiled,
with a tuucfa of her old coguetry,

“*Great good may eome through great
tribulation, was always a harrowing con-
solation to my soul,” he went on, “but,
denr, this time it is worth muoeh more
then itcost, thank God, May he grant
that nothing but good come of it le
ended earnestly.

When Ralph met them—for immedi-
ately on his return from a friend who
was ill, on Sunday afternoon, he hired
a boat to take him to the Shoals
fearful lest the schooner had not lived
through the tempest—Merabal's blushes,
the proud light in Walter's eyes, the
stately poise of his head, the groat joy
written all over both their faces, told him
it was too late fer uny word from him;
and with a few remarks of lns anxiety
for them he passed on.

*Your name means beautiful gen"
Waltor said, ns they turned for one mure
glance at its now calm waters, *'Did you
ever think of it? Merbella! Bat you
are not the cold, wrecking sen of the
North; vut rather of some sunoy lind of
the South,where all is peace aud warmth
and beanty; a sea that saves life instend
of destroying it."

The days and woeks raeua:] quickly,
leaving only gladness in thelr teain. But
wlas!  ““Lot him that standeth take heed
lest he fall.”  After & time the old life
haunted Walter like a hideons thing,
The taste for the old pledsures was not
quite dead after all. A alip here, a dip
there, a night's revel with the membory
of the ¢lub whither he could nof take
Merabel, aud then, one dreadful day the
sun of her world was blotthd out, A ru-
mar came that Walter hid entered the
court room in no condition to conduet
his case, and it waa postponed., Too ofy
en he conld be fouud in places where he
should not be.

“Merabel's brightness has begun to
darken,” Ralph said to him one day, ex-
postulating with him.

“But I can't give her up, you know. |
have not gono to the dogs yet, Have o
littlo patience. It is harder for me to
wilk a chalk line than yeun, remembor;
you are composed of sobriety and coel
calenlation instead of impulse.'

“See to it lest you step beyond the
death line; a desth line to both of you."

“Is there no place for pardon left?" he
sald lightly to Merabel when she was
tzoubled, with a amile on his lips and the
love light in his eye. ‘I shall not forget
yon again. Your mission is a grand one
—the saving of me."

He knew he had touched the right
chord in her soul; for beseath all the
glow and sparkle lay  conscience sus.
ceptible, vibrati with the needs and
frailties of other lives. And 5o the clond
would be lifted, letting the sunlight
break through onoe more, amid langhter
and tears and forebodings,

But the ‘“‘places’” of pardon became
more and mers frequent; Merabel's sky
aver blacker, Then ome morning a
oloud of Indigastion within her, at the
sin und wiste and mysery of it all, breke
into a shower of burning words,

“Yes, I love you," she replied to some
upn:.c‘h of ﬂ“nr rather, I love what

wis onoe you—the one on the sea in the
danger and darkness. I almost beliove
with Miss Lodington,” she went on with
a faint smile, “that souls die and others
are burn within ns; that we are not the
same beings we once were. Then, yon
weére—not as yon are now,” she ended
tensfully.

“‘And you will throw me over?"' The
love in his heart shining out in his eyes
imploring her to forgive the pain he eaus
ed her,

"I should learn to lothe the being yon
wonld become," she shuddered.

“Yono send me rather into the abyss?
The bottom is ensily renchied.”

She lovked piteously townrd him. *‘It
romains wholly with yourself," her lips
trembled,

*Is there no help®* Yot was it not his
salfishness asking her to accept a lifo of
broken promises, in retwn for all her
loyalty and love? For hengath all, and
he kuew it, Iay » burning consoiousness
that such it must he. Mo was losing
faith in himsalf. He was shorn of his
strength.

“I I cannot help yon now, I novercan,
It seems I have utterly failed. No. Go!
You shall uot voin my life as you have
your own, Whon you have become the
mastor instead of the slave, you may
come to me if you wish. I wlll wait for
you. And, O, I have not lost all faith in
you, yetl™ she cried, *“Go, prove its
truths if you will' she burst out, “Did
you save my life to ruin it?"

0, Merabel ™" with etroaming eyes and
those tones of despair ringing in lter cars,
their ory nlmost breaking her resolotion,
sha left the room,

After a time, a long time, Merabel took
up the old life again, with its gayeties
left out.  The old sparkle ever bubbling
aud overflowing was less hrilliant; per-
haps somsthing swester had come to
dwell in its place, but it tld of & eruci-
ble of fire.

Thus the days and montlis passsd
wearily along till five years had gone by
and Walter had not returned. Marabel
gave him up as dead to her,and what was
worse, as dend to talent, honor, life,
héaven,

Again she stond among Faster lilies,
this time in o fashionable city cliurch,
The choir had been reliearsing for the
morcow, When the last hymn was over
und nearly all were gone, Merabel sang
ngain two lines of it:

“Love's redoeming work in done.
Fought the fight, the victory won. "

“Marahel!™ ealled the Inst of her
friends at the door.

The name had heen cchoing and re.
echoing all day in her heart and she did
not hear them.  Sometimes is rang with
the olear full tones of the tempest; some-
timos with the grief of despair,  Never
in all the years had Walter soemed so
noar her as on this day.

“Merabiel—Mernhol—Merabel?' There
was & new ken to the notes. Joy and
melancholy mingled, but with them vi-
brated the rieh full tones of conguest,
“I have done yonr bidding,'” bresthed
the manly voice of Walter Mertindale,
standing bofore the girl he loved, with
strongth, pride and victory for his core-
net,  “I have douve your bidding, Ihave
come for you,

**Love's redeeming work is done' for
earth, and I hope for heaven, The fight
is fought, the vietory won. I can sing
it with you this giad Easter time,
could not turn to the old life if I wonld,
Itis buried forever. And its resvrrec-
tion morn is glowing with the dawn of
purified bliss. It was a struggle, but It
can be done if one wills, On one side,
home, honor, happiness, beaven: on the
other, an outeast, spurned, with devils
for your angels,"

As he had been speaking, Merabel, with
eyes all aglow, involuntarily drew near
him. Almost dazed she listened with

arted  lips, burning  cheeks, stifled
reath,

“1t is which one chooses,” the well-
known voice went on. It depends on
what one leves the best. And first, last,
always, you have been my polar star.
Come.—Emma Louise Oroutt, in the
Homestead,

THE SPRING,
Of all seasons in the year, is the ono for
making radical changes in regard to

health. During the winter, the system
becomes Lo i certain exteut clogged with
waste, and the blood loaded with impiri-
ties, owing to Inck of exercise, close con-
flnement in puorly ventilated shops and
homes, and other causes, This js the
cause of the dull, sluggish, tired feeling
0 general at this season, and which
must be overcome, or the health may be
entirely broken down. Hood's Sarsapa-
rilla hos attained the greatest popularity
all over the country as the favorite
Spring Medicine, It expels the nccamu-
lation of impuorities theough the bowels,
kidneys, liver, lungs and skin, gives to
the blood the purity and quality neoces-
sary to good bealth and overcomes shat
tired feeling.

—

THE SEASON AT ROUND LAKE,

The anvouncements for the season of
1508 at Round Lake are contained in the
March number of the Round Lake Mir-
ror, just issued, and are as follows:
Opening days of Goorge West musenm
af art and srehwology, July 3d, 4th and
Sth; school of urt, opens July 6th and
closes Angust 16th; school of muasie,
July 10th to Aogust 25th; school of
languages, July 10th to August 10th;
grand musie festival, July 24th to 20th;
Interdenominational Sunday school ss-
sembly, July Slstto Avgust 12th; min-
isuos’ institute, August 14th to 20th:
school of oratory, August Sth to 26th;
C. L. 8. €., or recognition day, August
12th; eommencement day, Aupust 12th;
Round Lonke camp meoting, Angust 26th
to September 14th; fall term of Round
Lake ncademy beging Sept. 11th, 1803,

~Daonn's Bhenmatie PITs absolutaly cires
rhonmatism and neuraligin. Batirely vegetable.
nafs,

—A beech tree on which the name of
Duniel Boone is earved, cut by bis own
Linnd, according to  the popnlar belief
around and in Jonesboro, Tenn.. is 1o be
saut to Ubleago as one of Tennkssee's
exhibits,

“THE LA]]I&S_ A

Burrell's Sarsaparilla, Y

THREE MEDIC

Enrybml{ In weing it. Why! Because It cont
the old-fasblondd Sarsaparillss on the meriet

WE GUARANTER & course (8 bottles) to help
Liver and Uaiary Orrans, such we Genersl Debilj
Bails, Uleers, Billiousness, Syphillis, Dyspepsis,
timn, Neuralgia, Bright's Dipwe, Dropsy, Hutn
tite, Pimples, Dizciness, Pains in the Back aua Ki
ness or tred foeling, Disturbed Sleep, Kidney

AS A FEMAL

It stands pre-eminently at the head of all medicin
whole system.

(et & bottle of Sarsuparilla, Yellow Dock and
uol henauue-kl}:{ Ity write us, giving us the nsme
you ANOTHEH BOTTLE FREE OF CHAKGE.

——— %06
IF NOT ENJOYING GOOD HEALTH, 8E

——d
HENRY T. BURRELL, EXTRACT

ESTABLIS

ALL DEALERS SELI, IT. WE

— L 1
Price. $1.00 Per Battle,

LL TAKE IT1

AT?
ellow Dock and Celery.

NES IN ONE.

tains thres times as much medicine as most of
(at the smme price), and does them the mosk

you, if you are sufTering feom dissases of the blood
Ly, Salt Rheum, Scrofula, Erysipeias, Malarin,
adigestion, Constipution, King's Evil, Rhsuma-
ory, impoency, 8kin  Sruptions los of Appe-
dneyn, Headache, Nervaysnoss, Gemnral Weaks
Troubles, Urniary Tioubles of all kinds.

E REGULATOR
al preparationn. Giyes trength and vigor to the

Celery of your Medicins Dealer, and if you ase
of the dealer you bought it of, ard we will send

00—
ND FOR ROOK OF TESTIMONIALS.S

¢ —
COMPANY, Bostan, Mass,

HED 1848,

*eo—

WANT AGENTS IN EVERY TONN,
D S ——

6 Bottles for $5.00.

EBWARD J. HALL.

JOHN V. HA

FIRE, LIFE,

STEAM BO
EMPLOYER'S

INSUR

REPRES

AETNA of Hartford,

AMERICAN of New York,
CONTINENTAL. of New York,
GHANITE STATE, of Portsmouth,

HARTFORD, of Hartford.
INS. CO., of NO, AMERICA,

of Philadelphia, Pa,
EQUITABLE L‘Ilr"’i;‘ ASSURANCE

JOHN V. HA

YOURFAVOITEHO

=men

M Lusdilg Republica
{ YEAR FOR

The Bemning

(Hves all the nowa of Town, County and
clesg,  Your home would be inoomplete without

NEW YO K WE

In s National fumily paper, and gives all the gen
givea the events of foreign lands in & nutshnll. It
cleand “Our Young Folks.” lts “Home and
wives and daughters  Ita general politleal news,
brilliant and exhsustive, [ts ** Agrionitural® dep
“Market Ropora are recognized suthority In all
enables us to offer this splendid journal , mod the

For Only $1.50

New York Tribune, regunlar
The Bennington Banner *

Total - .

WE FURNISH BBTH PAPE

Subseriptions may bogin at any time. Addr

BENNINCTO
Bennington,

HARRISON 1. HORTHA.

LL & SON.

ACCIDENT

ILER AND
LIABILITY

ANCE,

ENTING :

LANCASHIRE, of England, -
NORWICH TR0 e r

' UNION, of Englan
PHENIX, of Brooklyn, -
PHOENIX, of Hartford,
glil':llih. of Ameriea,

OME, of New York
AMERICAN CASULTY INSURANGE
AND SEQURITY (0,

LL & SON.

NTS.

ME NEWSPAPER
ND—

Femily Paper of e 0. §
ONLY $1.50.

ton  Banner.

:u\ much Madensl uows na any other paper 884
o .

EKLY TRIBUNE,

eral news of the United States and the world I

has separste departments for the “Family O

Boclety" eolumns comimnand the sdmirstfon »

editorials and discanions are comprehensive,
artmunt has no superior In the country,
arts of the land. A BPECIAL CONTR
ANNER for one year

Gash in Advance,

price per year, — - - @L00
§ 4 « - - 100

RS ONE YEAR FOR $1.50.

s all orders to the

N BANNER,

Vermont.

“WELL BRED, SOONW

SAP

ARE QUICKLY MARRIED. TRY IT

ED.” GIRLS WHO USE

OLIO

IN YOUR NEXT HOUSECLEANING.

TAS. K.

SUOCESSOR TO MIL
SEHOE AND TRU

MILILER.

LER & WILLIANS,
s

¢

1 EELL THE CEDEBRATED CLOYES'
FOR LADIES' FINE FOOT-WEAR, ALSO,
EST, MEN'S AND CHILDREN'S S8HOES OF

TRUNKES A

400 MAIN BTREET,

UTICA SHOES, WHICH ARE ROT EXCELLED
SHOES OF LOWER GRADES 10 THE CHEAP
ANY GRADE OR STTYLE.

SPECIALTY.

BENRINGTON, VERMONT.




